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which have lingered on in the recollection of his
friends and relations.

One absurd hoax that he played on the super-
stitious people of Bude must not be omitted.

At full moon in the July of 1825 or 1826, he swam
or rowed out to a rock at some little distance from the
shore, plaited seaweed into a wig, which he threw
over his head, so that it hung in lank streamers half-
way down his back, enveloped his legs in an oilskin
wrap, and, otherwise naked, sat on the rock, flashing
the moonbeams about from a hand-mirror, and sang
and screamed till attention was arrested. Some
people passing along the cliff heard and saw him,
and ran into Bude, saying that a mermaid with a fish's
tail was sitting on a rock, combing her hair, and
singing.

A number of people ran out on the rocks and along
the beach, and listened awestruck to the singing and
disconsolate wailing of the mermaid. Presently she
dived off the rock, and disappeared.

Next night crowds of people assembled to look out
for the mermaid; and in due time she reappeared,
and sent the moon flashing in their faces from her
glass. Telescopes were brought to bear on her; but
she sang on unmoved, braiding her tresses, and
uttering remarkable sounds, unlike the singing of
mortal throats which have been practised in do-re-mi.

This went on for several nights; the crowd growing
greater, people arriving from Stratton, Kilkhampton,
and all the villages round, till Robert Hawker got
very hoarse with his nightly singing, and rather tired
of sitting so long in the cold. He therefore wound
up the performance one night with an unmistakable
'God save the King,' then plunged into the waves,
and the mermaid never again revisited the 'sounding
shores of Bude.'

Miss Fanny Fans was a late riser. Her brother-in-
law, to break her of this bad habit, was wont to throwaptain," was her doleful res-
